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E Yvette was 
men flat 
tered her, and because 
men flattered her, 
Yvette was beautiful 
Her dark eyes had the 
‘exquisite daring of the 
woman who knows she 
pleases. The blood 
‘came readily into her 
smooth pale cheek be: 
‘cause admiring glances 
called it there; and her red flower of a 
mouth shaped itself easiest to smiling ac- 
ceptance of broken hearts. It is a gracious 
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look and difficult of attainment to the 
plainer sisters, 
Yvette, withal, was not invincible 


Back in the eaflier days of her reign there 
had been a man, and while the man went 
fas men do—the memory remained. 
tion this merely to open the ve 
facts, Yvette had, then, be 
fand a past, of delicate hidden so 
but natural that thus endowed, she should 
‘come eventually to consider matri 
Her mother—have I said that Ywetie’s 
mother was none other than Mes. Jac 
de la Fuente née Duprez—her mother, per= 
haps, stated the case most eloquently 
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“In a year you will be twenty-four,” 
she said, the beautiful limpid French soft~ 
ng anid sweetening the words. "That i, 
wst_an old maid. It is time, Yvette, 
thought—I, myself, was married at 
fifteen, 

Yvette touched her rosy nails with a 
chamoisskin, and sighed, She was stand- 
ing at the moment before her dressing table, 
and the candles set in tall sconces on eithet 
side of that artistic bit of furniture afforded 
a mellow radiance to the mirror's depths 

“At fifteen,” repeated the mother, a 

sistently, “Twas married,” 
“But from the eradle—to the grav 
said Yvette, and fastened a single string of 
pearls about her long white throat. 

“What is it you say?” asked Mrs. de la 
Fuente somewhat sharply. She was not 
infrequently to be found some distance in 
the rear of her beautiful daughter. 
sy_iHow you must have been bored” 

vette. 

“In my trousseau,” continued the lady, 
“1 had, as you know, great quantities of 
real lace. ‘The veil of my grandmother, 


Eh!” said Yvette, “it does not matter.” 
‘She shruzged her slencler shoulders. "Tam. 
quite willing to marry—but the man?” 

eter Mts de la Fuente ung out a catty 
‘murmured, “and there is no slightest fault 
tobe found with his position, his name—" 


“His money,” thrust in Yvette, almost 
vulgarly. “Say it, mama! You mean 
Tony W She added with a little 


yawn, “Thad thought of that, mysel 

“He has perhaps spoken,” said Mrs. de 

Ja Fuente rather eagerly. 

” said Yvette. 
ished ungrbly arrogant, 
to-night.” 

‘She drew on a pair of long white gloves, 
slipped into a long black velvet coat with & 
collar of fur, and extinguished the candles 
on the dressing table. 

“What, is it to-night?” she asked Ian- 
guidly. ‘“* Faust"? Ifyou knew how tired 
Tam of that opera with its tenor who is just 
a grocer's boy in doublet and hose, and its 


Xo,"—and fine 
out he will speak 


cient chronicles, that Tony Wi 
that night. -He had been wanting only the 
infinitesimal encouragement which Yvette 


allowed him during the Jewel Song."”. The 
box was very dark, and he sat just behind 
her, where his eyes could rest without os- 
teniaton un the litle curl that touched 
wer neck. It was in his sight, perhaps, the 
rece thing shout her =INGE Mt aye 
wand, kissing curl. Once she dropped her 
fan. and when he stooped for it, her fingers 
fumbled delicately over taking it back.. Tt 
is just such things which derail the train of 

erwise quite prudent events. 
In any case, Whiting. spok 
careful whisper, while Marguer 
sage tilled brassily above some bits of 
colored glass; she was a stout Marguerite, 
itmay be hardly necessary to remark, with 
a vanishing waist line and three chins. 

Tony Whiting’s waist line was also being 
threatened, and the hair at his temples had 
yiekied visibly to the persuasion of time, 
wat he had still but one chin and that 
good one. 

“Yvette,” he whispered—not even her 
mother heard him, though she bad always 

Yvette! You're very 


suggestion of shyness. A smile stirred the 
corner of her mouth. She did not speak. 
She knew how it went, that game. 

“Suppose,” said Whiting very softly, 
{Yet put ie out of my agony to-night 
‘Yes or no? Are you listening, Yvette?” 

‘Yvette bent her head a very little to say 
that she was listening. ‘The real old lace 
above her heart lifted and fell quite evenly. 
She did not flush. 

“Will you?” said Whiting. At least 
‘his throat the breath caught nervously. 
“Will you, Yvette? 

Te was a queer question to ask while Mar- 
gucrite bedizenedl her matronly” self with 
earrings and necklaces. Whiting, perhay 
Fealieed the qucerness of, for Re fea 
Tittle nearer and touched” Ywettes. srt 
reverently with the tips of his fingers. 

“Its been going ona Tong time—vwith 
me," he sul. “Nothing new—as you 
nore." 

Yvette folded her hands in her lap. She 
Tooke at the stace—and, she looked back 


if 
you had been reared with the end in view 
‘of some day entering upon a certain road, 
‘you would not, when that road unfolded 


itself before your feet, draw back, Neither 
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id Yvette. She took her first step be- 
‘tween its orderly hedges, naturally enough, 
without excitement. 

*T know,” she sai 
turn, 

“You will?” said Whiting incredulous to 
the last adoring fiber of his being. 

“Yes,” said Yvette, She was not at all 
slow about it. 

‘And that was the great moment, come 
and gone, without any blare of trumpets, 
hile Marguerite ogled herself before a mir- 
ror, and the devi loitered redly in the Back- 


very softly in her 


ground coquetting with Dame Martha. 
Mrs, de la Fuente received the news with 
radiance. 


fo Dent litle one she sid 1 had hoped 
it. He is most charming—in every 
vay eligible aot a Creole; of course but 
are really many delight le up- 
town, Tam confident you will be happy. 
For the trouseas, of course, you will have 
wet ad not thought of the 
not trousseau,” 
sid Yvette. 
“Ah youth! youth!” si 
Fuente sentimentally. 


“Thad not thought of that, either,” 
‘Yvette, quite truthfully. 

When she stood once more before the 
mirror of her dressing table and lit the 
candles, she looked at herself with a vague 
interest. After a while she drew the back 
‘of one hand lightly across her lips. Whiting 
had kissed her in the discreet moment when 
Mrs. de la Fuente, mounting the stairs, had 
left them alone together. 

‘The lips were softly crimson, much as 
usual, but Yvette standing between the 
candles stared at them curiously, somewhat 
as though she expected a scar. 

She was not given to analysis of her emo- 
tions, Yvette. » She only stared and sighed, 
and presently unstressed herself, and went to 
bed with a queer little smile twisting one 
commer of her mouth. She did not sleep very 
much, it is true, but an engagement in- 
volves a certain amount of excitement not 
conducive to slumber, and Yvette had not 
© tosleep. 

fext day she was none the worse for 
wear, and went upon her way with con- 
siderable calm, 

Also, when Whiting nest kissed her, she 
neglected subsequently to erase it. "She 
was nothing like so ardent as he, itis true, 
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Dut then as she explained to him with a 
lovely indifference, ardor is not the woman's 
part 

“You care the most?" said Yvette. 

Ie should be like that.” 
“Himph:” said Whiting. After, those 
brief crucial moments at the opera, he had 
Of his usual poise—a 

fully’ humorous sophistication not 
untouched with eynicigm.. "I dare say— 
balance.of power—eh?" 

“There 1s an old French proverb,” said 
Yvette, turning her winking solitaire about 

“which says that there 

lwvays one who kisses and one who how 
do you say?—one who presents the cheek. 
Wis tue, ppm And i shoul be the 
man who kisses. Otherwise he might grow 

“Hmph!” said Whiting again. “There's 
something in that, of course—forfirtations 
and episodes. ‘This thing of ours goes a 
We erro _L can sen te ysl 

tired in case you—well, in case 
ded to take the initiative. 

being kissed, Yeete?™ 

“But that is absurd!" said Yvette, 


ind 


“Yes—of course," said Whiting. He 
stroked his clean-shaven chin, which was as, 
yet but one chin, and looked at Yvette out 
‘of Keen, clear, gray eyes. His own 5 

hhad a winning kindliness, but it came slow, 
“Of course,” he repeated. | “By nature 
you're a tritle cold, I fancy—that’s all.” 

Yvette looked at him swiftly and looked 
away. 

“Queer!” said Whiting, “your eyes, now 
—but you wouldn't have said ia you'd ‘d marry 
sme unless you cared—Y vette?” 

“Why shoul you suppose 

aight 
wc Youre very beautiful,” said Whiting, 
and, youre young. 1 incredible that 
shouldn't have stirred up a gran 
Bin moms T don't want to. bein 
sistent about it, but, my dear girl, don't 
for Gods sake decide’ to marry me for any 
reason but the one I've mentioned! You'd 
do yourself a very cruel injusti 


Yvette be- 


said Whiting quietly. 
2 exiuisite miracle, if you like. Noth- 
ing’s imposible. But [can't seem ta believe 
in my own happiness—and U wish it might 
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sometimes occur to you to touch me of your 
own accord.” Then heaskedla strange ques- 
tion. “Ever been anybody else, Yvette?” 
‘And Yvette said what every Woman says 
when she feels the wall at her back, 
“*Ldon't know what you mean." 
‘ay other man?” Said Whiting slowly, 
\t any stage of the game?” 


Said Ywette: “T have known a gre 
many men.” 

‘And saidl Whiting: “Ves, of curse, th 
what I was thinking. Any uf em leave a 


‘A sear, you will remember, was wh 
Yvette had looked for on her lips. Not 
having found it, she probably felt justified 
now in smiling and shaking her head. 
jeThank Godt” said Whiting rather sud- 
denly.. 

‘Vette turned pale. 

Afterwards, when she remembered. the 
conversation, she gave audience to a ghost 
by way of corollary; but nothing resulted, 
and the trousseau went forward triumph: 
antly. Mrs. de la Fuente swam in satis- 
faction like a trout in a purling stream. 
She designed gowns and matched laces, 
She hobnobbed with dressmakers, and bul- 
lied seamstresses, The line of & hat was 
in her dreams by night, 
the sewing room was on her tongue by da} 
Allof this demanded money, and to obtai 
that money certain of Mrs. de la Fuente’s 
diamonds found their way into the loan- 
shops. Yvette protested vainly. 

“Ido not wish, mama, that you should 
ruin yourself.” 

But Mrs. dela Fuente was obdurate. 

‘In’ my trousseau were two dozen of 
everything. Upon my petticoats even was 
real lace—and the vei of my grandmother— 
Dear litle one, will you have it draped back 
‘or falling before the face? 

When Yvette had no definite desire to 
express upon this point, her mother re~ 
proached her tragically 

I it that you do not care? Unnatural 
child! T remember that 1 was mad with 
excitement for weeks before my. wedding. 
T knew to a fold how I wished the veil to 
fall, T shed tears if a tuck too much was 
placed upon a skirt—and I had but fifteen 
years.” 

“Did you perhaps hidle your doll bencath 
the steps of the altar?” inquired Yvette. 
‘Then she kissed her mother upon the cheek 
and smiled. She might have been the 
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elder sister of that other little girl 


in veil and Ulessoms, 

ssid Mrs. dela Fuente, sighing. 
Defore the hopelessness of Yvette's disin- 
terest, “your papa approved. He found 


tne wundrily fooene All men, have 
{es for chills fem a woman they love 
“cel oe i youre bay 
drape 


She put on her hat while her mother was 
still scolding, wrapped herself in great soft 
Hblack furs that accentuated the clearness 

‘and went out to motor with 
Whiting upon'a wintry road. Those were 
not unhappy ds 


came ack. 1 ative 
feat is not 
Hie, “Stilsheeime His ame was Door 
las Hays, and Whiting brought him to call 
Sunday afteen 
Yvette, coming into the drawing-room, 
halted avery little in her slow gracious 
step. Her eyes when they frst fell upon 
his face widened and darkened, Perhaps 
slow tush burned across her cheek, But 
she gave her hand unhesitatingly. Yvette 


had race. 
“Yvette,” said Whiting, “may T present 
Mr. Hays? Miss de la Fuente, Mr. Hays.” 


ind Yvette smiled, 
think,” she said, “that I remember 
‘The year'T came out—was it 


‘s smiled in his turn, but some- 

His surprise wrote itself 
almost imperceptibly upon a lean, sun- 
‘burned face. His eyes in that brown in- 
serutable setting were bright and blue like 
jevels, but the line of his mouth was 


You've met before?” said Whiting in 
pleasant inquiry. 

“Quite some time ago," the other man 
admitted, “equally upon’ the. surface of 
things. 10 good of you to remember, 
reise de la Fuente.” Only to Yvette’: 
‘conscinus ear did the slight hesitation sug- 
fest that he stumbled over the formal ap 
llation. 

PrLnever forget names,” said Yvette in- 
doleatly, and added as his eyes met hees, 
‘"hut T have a dreadfal memory—for faces 
Tam not sure should have known—— 
“"Passbly Uve changed,” he suggested. 
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Whiting, from a comer of the davenport, 
put in an idle oar. 

“Men of your type don't change a great 
deal, under, say fifty.” 

‘At which the two men crossed glances, 
courteously enough, 

“Why, no, Yvette, “ 
not changed—as T remember you. 

“Nor you,” said Hays almost signiti- 


cantly 


you have 


Hays,” said Whiting in the ensuing 
use, “is-a stranger ina’ strange land, 
vette. Never been here but once before. 
I've asked him to see ‘Aida’ with us to- 
morrow night.” 
hat wil be charms 


"said Yvette, 
Hays. 
fA the ed Gpara Hote inter 
sting,” said Whiting. He stood up slowly. 
“Thnk by any chance P'd nd your mother 
in the library, Yvette? ve a mesage for 
er from my sister.” 

“All aftemoon,” said Yvette calmly, 
“she has been in the library with a volume 
of de Maupassant. One fancies she will 
be there still, Tony.” 

‘And Tony went out with a nod and a 
smile. The curtains fell to behind him. 

Then the other man spoke. He leaned 
forward in his chair, elbows upon his knees, 
hands interlocked,’ and looked a little 
mockingly at his hostess. 

“Hello, Yvette!” he said, as if he had not 
seen her before. The words were flippant, 
‘almost with a touch of impertinence, 

Yvette looked back at him straightly. 
Nevertheless, an uncontrollable excitement 
stained her cheeks. 

“You have not changed,” she suid, “in 
the least. Ye is 

‘Dear me, yes!” he agreed, 
The ladies like it, God bless 
very suddenly, he dropped 


pose. : 

“Thad no idea,” he told her, “that it was 
your T was to see, Whiting mentioned no 
‘names. You bel 


asked Yvette. 
hadn't seen him in years until to-day. 
I knew him back East.” He added euri- 
ously, “And you?” 

“We are to be married,” said Yvette. 

“Oht” said Hays, A little thereafter he 
smiled. “I congratulate him. 

“Thank you,” said Yvette. 

Then the man looked into Yvette’s eyes, 
and found them deep. 


Google 


“Clean forgotten everything?” he sus- 
ested coolly. 
“What wastheretoforget?""sheasked him. 
“Never dig in the ashes?” he hinted, 
“Ashes are cold and uninteresting," said 
Yvette. 
She smiled, too. When he stared a ki 


“to remember everything, across four years 
I dare say there are a great many things of 
which you are thinking, that T have for- 
gotten. One meets so many men when one 
isadebutante—" 
“I should like to stake my reputation, 
of which Tam excessively jealous,” said 
Hays, “that you have not forgotten. "There 
are some things which one does not forget, 
and die erste Liebe is one of them.” 

“Were you that?’ 

“1,” said he, “was that—however un- 


‘Yvette shrugged. 
When she did not speak the lines of Hays’ 
face changed swiftly. A compelling youth 
spoke from his eyes, and the whimsical, 
ing, comers of his mouth. It was the 
kc Yvette remembered, 
“I've never changed,” “B 
lieve me, Yvette—" 
‘And at that juncture, rather appropri- 
ately, Whiting came back into the room. 
“T'found your mother,” he said cheer 
fully, “and de Maupassant. Have you two 
"your auld lang syne?” 
2's roses came next day upon the 
hrels of Hays’ less prodigal valley lilies. 
Yvette wore the roses to the opera— 
and put the valley lilies in her room. 
wyfilerthefrstacto “Ata,” shequestioned 
hiting’s pleasant hospitality abrupt! 
*"Tony—you know Mi, Hays welt 
Whiting shrugved. He drew 
little nearer, and lowered his voice. 
“Fairly well, not intimately. Likable 
Shape che, Something of «gaan avai 
Where did you know him?” 
He went about with the La Branches 
inter Teame out,” said Yvette. 
Like him?” acked Whiting carelesy. 
By the way, I've asked him to a little dine 
net I'm having next week—for you. 


he said, 


is chair a 


“A dinner you're having for me?” said 
Oho hk friend 
“Thought you'd Tike it—an old. frien 
and all that,” said W He sat back 


in his chair as the curt 
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Yvette heard very little of the music that 
night. 

‘When she went home, she put the bow! 
of alleys dwenstait in the Horary on 

plea that their perfume was too heavy, 
"Sf ichns me she sad, ore oo 
truthfully, 

Another thing she did was not so 
She resurrected from a bos in the depths of 
a clothes-closet a package of letters and 
read them through deliberately. ‘The dawn 
came in at the window when she had fin- 
ished. ‘They were long letters, for the most 
part, and there were rather a number of 
them. The last one was enlightening, 

“T accept your decision,” it suid care- 
fully, “but T'ean’t help believing that this 
{is not the end. Suppose we call it to- 
morrow's tangle, and trust to Fate to un- 
ravel it. You may be right. In any case, 
there is nothing more now for me to say. 
You have cased the sue : 

“Tt was a very easy acceptance—of my 
decision,” sad Veettetohersel. “He never 
cared. Tf he had—" 

hout finishing the sentence she went 
to bed, just as the streets were waking. 
She did not go to sleep at once, but then 
when she dd she slept til noon, which 
somewhat recompens 

Tt isnot one of the conditions for a suce 
‘cessful betrothal that memories return, 

Yvette was unhappy. 

She endeavored to be natural with Whit- 
ing, and succeeded in displaying to his keen 
ray eyes an undue effusiveness. She en- 
deavored to be natural with Hays, and by 
heer resultant coldness convinced him easily 
that she was afraid of the old feeling. She 
‘endeavored to be natural with her mother, 
who had memories of her own concerning 
Hays and her daughter and was therefore 
pacing the watch-tower, and succeeded 
‘only in arousing in the maternal breast a. 
small simoon of anxiety. 

In herself, Yvette was prey to a variety 
‘of emotions, Her nerves wore to fiidle- 
‘strings, and her nights wee sleepless tread= 

ls. "She desired to be loyal to Whiting, 
bat the lure of the first love called her in- 
sidiously. Also she said to herseli—as does 
many another beloved one—that_matri- 
mony allows one no rain checks. and having 
purchased a ticket one must willy-nilly sit 
rough the entire performance or go forth 
into outer darkness with no prospect of 
returning, 
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‘The thing faintly alarmed er—for the 
first time. 

In contradistinction to each other she 
placed certain reluctant facts 

Whiting was nearing middle age, Hays 
vwas in the very prime of youth, daring, 
denied and dark —three potent D's, 

‘Whiting loved her. Hays might or might 
rot—a fact entirely in his favor by the very 
beauty of its uncertainty 

Whiting’s hair was ebbing and his waist- 
eat cltined am, lass, Uae 

nee. Hays was lithe as an Indian, 

Snd his hair thick "as leaves at” Vallone 


+ Whiting had money. Hays 


his last line is, of course, an inconsider- 
able factor. "Another obscure line of re 
ing is that she had given her word to Whit- 
ing: and once, a long four years ago, she 
had refused it to Hays who had accepted 
that refusal, as his conduct had instigated 
it, without enormous regret. 

‘Yvette, as I said, was unhappy. 

She saw Hays often, and he made love to 
her so cleveriy that only her wish which 
was perhaps the paternal progenitor of her 
thought could have been sure just what he 
was doing. 

‘Also, she saw Whiting, seven days out of 
‘the week, and he made love to her less 
subtly, at the sume time arranging ways 
by which the other man should have his 

portunity. 

“Td like you to see something of Hays.” 
said Whiting on one occasion, “You don’t 
dislike him, do you?” 

“On the contrary,” said Yvette; but just 
hhow much on the contrary she neglected, 
quite naturally, to add, 

Hays himself urged the question with 
rather more effect. Having come back, 
he desired to pick up the threads that his, 
departure had broken. Yvette, more poised, 
more sought after, more delicately experi- 
cenced in every way, appealed strongly to 
his appreciation. Powsibly that apprecia- 
tion aciuired something of its fervency 
from the fact that Yvette was now behind 
the plateaglass window of another's prospec- 
tive ownership. Men are like that. In any 

fervent, and its 
expresion At fist, for a 
little, he fenced, he experimented for the 
weak spot in her armor, and he tired from 
ambush. ‘Then he came boldly into the open. 
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“You loved me once,"* he sad. 
‘women don’t forget.” 

“'T eannot listen to you,” Yvette rebuifed 
him uneasily. 

“You could listen fast enough if you'd 
forgotten.’ 

Which shot went home, and Yvette 
winced. 

"You're afraid,” he said, “that I can 
make you care again.” 

“I am afraid of nothing,” said Yvette. 
But she would not look at him, 
tte,” he said, with sudden passion, 
it's like a flame consuming me, for all I 
thought myself so strong. I've’ forgotten 
all the other women I ever knew, and 
they've been more than two or three.” You 
‘cared once—you've got to care 

‘His hand shook while he said it, and it 
was true that Yvette had cared—once. 
‘There you have the makings of a very prob- 
abe da cape, but time passed without, & 
climax, and it came to be the night of the 
little dinner which Whiting was having for 
‘Yvette. He had it in his bachelor apart- 
rents, with Mrs. de la Fuente an imposing 
feidence of propriety at the head of the 
table. 

In the center of the table which was lit 
with rosy-shaded candles was a bank of 
pale orchids, and around the table—it was 
rather small—were Whiting, Yvette and 
Hays, [have said that Mrs. de la Fuente 
presided, 

“But Tony," said Yvette, 
vously we we your only guests 

“Why, there's a 1 think, 
about these little dinners,” said Whiting. 

‘There was, however, small camaraderie 
about that little dinner. Mrs. de la Fuente 
alone talked determinedly and lightly on 
many subjects. Yvette ate little, and 
laughed a good deal. For the two men, 
Whiting was cheerfully silent, and Hays 
taciturn, The courses came and went, and 
‘eventually dinner was over. When the 
coffee cups were empty, Whiting led the 
way to his lit 

“There's a fire,” he said, “an open fi 
which I find is always first aid to socia. 
Dility.” 

About a quarter of an hour later he ap- 
el Meisel Te 

"E have been hoping ali day that you 
‘would play for us.” 
ats & 1 Fuente rose with a plesed 

utter, 
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““Ah, but Tam old-fashioned,” she 
tested, “Thave not the music of today?" 

“don't know your equal” said Whiting, 
“for ‘Lucia’ and ‘Aka and * Trovatore 
all the real tun 

He led her to the grand piano which oc- 

cupied almost all of the room adjoining the 
library, and then came back to the fie. 

"Cele, Auta” followed him, 
upon the air. 

“Well!” Said Whiting, pleasantly con- 
versational "He stood with his back to the 
fire, one hand in the pocket of his trousers, 
and looked from Yvette to Hays. 

“Well, what, Tony?” said Yvette, 
ghi2¥® crossed his legs, and looked at the 

re. 
“What have you decided?” asked Whit- 
ing 

“ID” said Yvette, She said it sharply, 
being startled. 

‘And Hays,” said Whiting. He spoke 
‘quietly, beneath the music. 

‘Then Hays looked at Yvette. 

“What d’you mean?” he inquired, “I 
don’t quite get you, my dear fellow. "I 
a joke?” 

“Shall [ explain?” asked Whiting. 

If you please,” said Yvette, her chin 
liking proudly. 

Ulany Whiting air acoder: 

it won't be any too easy. 
Sti Pte artnged this Hede Aisne eh 
‘a view to explanations, where two or three 
fare gathered together, y'know— Yvette, 
‘have you ever found me unreasonable?” 

“No,” said Yvette, 

“Or exacting?” 

Bas 

“Or unfair?” 
o—nol” She answered vehemently. 
‘Then you will answer a question if Lask 


ing, 


i" 
“Twill answer any question,” said 
Yvette, “you chonse to ask me. 

“Thanks,” said Whiting. He turned 


curtly to Hays. 
“Never Knew me to be anything but 
square, did you?” 


So far as T kno Hays with the 
Darest trace of a sneer. 
will answer a quest 


He added, lilting his voice a 
Ah, don’t stop, Mrs. de la Fuente! 
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will answer any question,” said Hays 


to Yvette, “that you wish me to ane 
* Good!" sat Whiting cheerfully 


then—here’s the thing ina nutshell 
spoke swiftly, but rather low. “Do either 
oF both of you wish me to release Vette 
from ber promise to marry me 

“The fire of seasoned lis crackled like 
thorns beneath a pot, and the immortal 
sextet flooded the room with -melod 
Otherwise ensued a silence, 

“You're pretty frank, aren’t you?” said 

at length. 
Yvette said nothing, only looked, 

It would hardly escape me,” said Whit- 
ing, sill with the same pleasant quiet, 
“that this is a triangle. Your firm sent 
‘you here, Hays, a couple of weeks aso. T 
hhad heard of you before you came. Gossip 
dies hard, - Thad heard that you were once 
‘extremely attentive to Miss de la Fuente, 


You're young, you're interesting, you 
have it on meevery way but one. Iwanted 
to be absolutely fair to the lady who had 


done me the honor to accept me, so I saw 
that she met you again—I sw that she met 

rather frequently. T gave you every 
hance. I knew that old alas Sometimes 
rejuvenate themselves, You'll admit you've 
had fair play?” 

‘He looked from Hays to Yvette, and back. 
again,» Yvette sat very sill all her deli 
color faded, her dark eyes ied om Whiting's 
‘And in the other room, Mrs. dela Fuente 
began on * Trovatore.”” 

‘lind man couldn't help but see, 
Whiting coolly, that therewas somet 
‘Am Lin the way, Yvette? My dear, i 
‘your happiness I'm considering. 

“Do you ask me,” said Hays all at once, 
“if you are in the way—is that your ques 
tion?” 

“Ido not,” said Whiting slowly, and for 
the first time the steel in his quiet eyes 
showed through, 1m not cone 


said 


‘dering you at all, unless it happens that 
she wants you.”” 

Yvette locket her two hands tightly to- 
gecther in her lip, and kept silent. - Doubt- 
fess die erste Liebe stir in its grave, and 
doubtless the heart in her breast leaped 
‘with the old exultant urge of the skin-clad 
woman who beheld from an upper ledge 
two men belaboring each other upon her 
eave-step. 

Woman is the one element the ages ean- 
not altogether refine, 

While she waited: 

“Yvette!” suid Hays hoarsely, (And 

is the hinge of the story—so far as it 
vas in the man, he really love her.) 

‘But Whiting. without speaking, moved a 
peacock-embroidered sereen a littie forward 
to shield her face from the blaze 

‘Then Yvette drew a long breath. She 
lifted dark glorious eyes to Whiting’s wait- 
ing look, and her lip trembled. 

She said: 

“Do not be silly, Tony.” ‘That was all. 
Apparently, however, it was enough. 

“Then that’s settled,” said Whiting, and 
hhe also drew a long breath, He had been 
‘under something of a strain, 

“I fancy you'll forgive me if T leave 
‘early,”” suid “Hays, He went, with dis- 
tinctly more dignity than might have been 
expected. He had come back, and he had 
pot come back—which is an engaging 
paradox. 

‘Then’ Whiting sat upon the arm of 
Yvette's big chair, a thing not every lover 
‘of forty years can do with grace, and laid 
is arm about Yeette's proud shoulders 

t is preéminently the gesture of ownership. 

“Iwas afraid, Yvette,” he said softly. 
“My dear, I was damnably afraid.” 

‘And Yvette—even as you and I—Yvette 
stood in the line of direct descent from Eve 
—"Ah, Tony,” she said, “you might have 
had more—how do you siy?—more faith 
what is stranger yet, she meant it. 


